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Fraser's Magazine for May. f 1817 ; and that it appeared, for the first time, [the same source as the Freischiitz j) yet, that 

There is a great deal of liveliness and learn- "* B . erliD ' ° n *?,. 1 *^ of , June ' } 821 ' under ? n English audience would be carried, by the 
kg, and 'tipsy jollity, 1 in this number, and,| the "»*««»«• direction^, its talented com- ] ove ol music, to tolerate the enorm.tits of the 
» the whole, rather less of the offensive than'Pf T ; and afterwar *» at Vf»»". "> November letbhafltgen Zam.el, the blasphemies of Caspar, 
■sual. It is infinitely audacious, however, of: ° f l } le r 8ame ?<"»[■ J l4 , would appear, therefore, and the staggering absurdities of the incantation 
the Editor in the very first lines of his preli-| that . fo, > r J™" ^ ekp8e , d b f * een the corn-scene, was a thing not then dreamt of in my 
urinary preface, to insinuate, as he does in the ! P' etlon of » he 6«»«>-work «* U» opera, and philosophy. 

broadest and most unhandsome manner, that : the FT?"*^^ ,l .*? m e ° ra P tur ^ P"Mic—\ I shall mention a trifling mcident, which oc- 
1% the hoary-headed sage, who sit in se- l f 1 , ot,, « d . In a11 th « ,™b""» * ' ;g">»»» f"ginal curred to me soon alter my return from Ger- 
crecyand solitude, the sole presiding spirit. hk * We , b , er$ - , Vf] ^ eth " tbe wb °! e ot . lhis P e " mi,n y? »nd which, I think, pretty clearly prove, 
of the Dublin Litkeary Gazette, are in j riod had been fo^und necessary by him to its com- how little the appearance ot the Freischiitz 
fact and truth, the veritable and venerable I P os,,; ' on °* not > >• doubtful 5 as it was the first . England was anticipated about this time. 



Christophorus North, of Blackwood's Maga- 
aine. Now upon our honour, (and here we 
lay our claw upon our left breast solemnly, as 
the eagle did in Daniel O'Rourkete vision,) no 
man that knows us, ever called us Kit in our 
life. We waive the epithet " illustrious," as 
not comporting with that native modesty, 
amounting even to timidity and bashfulness, 
for which Irishmen are, and have been always 
and everywhere, conspicuous, and none more so 
than the learned Doctor of either law, whose 
prose and verse effusions contribute so mainly 
to the spirit and cleverness of Fraser. We 
observe, too, in the same preliminary discourse, 
the Editortakes the credit of first exposing Mr. 
Robert Montgomery's shallow pretensions to 
poetical ability, all to himself, though he knows 
hill well " 'twas we that did it." 



Blackwood's Magazine, for May. 
All the London papers are running Black - 
wood down, because they are in the interest, 
we suppose, of the Monthly and Fraser : they 
fctter themselves, too, that we are to give 
them a helping hand, because we have occa- 
sionally thrown them a bone to break their 
teeth upon. But let the rogues beware : we 
can write Ebony up in a fortnight at anytime, 
for he has the materiel in him, and only wants 



in 
-.1 

opera produced at the new Theatre-Royal of; was invited to an evening musical party in 
Berlin — and its representation had, probably, London, where the fair daughter of the house 
been delayed for that purpose. was a great proficient on the harp. After a 

It was in the autumn of 1822, when this I few preliminary efforts of the minor performers, 
opera was in full vogue, that I firtt visited! she was', of course, requested to play; and, 
Germany. Wherever I went, the first ques-j having sounded a note or two of solemn pre- 
tion I was asked was, probably, " are you fond paration — to warn us that something distingue 
of music?" — to which I aB invariably answered might be expected, proceeded to play a very 
in the affirmative ; the next was sure to be, fine piece of music, with much taste and' exe- 
" have you seen the Freischiitz ?" My curiosity I cution ;' and at its conclusion received the well- 
was thus excited; but it was some time before , merited compliments of all present — none of 
I had an opportunity of gratifying it to the whom had been more delighted with her per- 
fullest extent, in consequence of having- taken formance than myself, who was not the less so, 
up my residence, for the first few months, in that I recognised, in the piece she had been 
a remote village— far from the resort of men; 'playing, that march in the Freischiitz which 



for the purpose of acquiring the language " more 
obscurely and courageously," as Bottom ex- 
presses it, under the auspices of a worthy pas- 
tor of the Lutheran church. Vet even here it 
was permitted me to sip of that stream of de- 
light, the full fountain of which was playing 
on the more favored society of the metropolis : 
for, as the pastor, his family and myself, might 
be seen reposing, after the fatigues of an early 
dinner, and enjoying — lie, his invariable lux- 
ury of the pipe — and/ we, as suited beat our 
taste or inclination, our cup of coffee, or our 
glass of Rhenish — a .troop of wandering Bo- 
hemians, returning homewards for the win- 
ter, was almost certain daily to arrive at the 



• little judicious management to. make and j pastor's door ; and seldom did'we require much 
wen him 'the first of the Magazines' yet — solicitation to induce us to listen to the harmo- 
we'd trouble any, or all, of the others put to- nious strains with which they willingly regaled 



gether, to say some of the things put into the 
mouth of the shepherd in the last Noctes. 



ORIGINAL CORRESPONDENCE. 

HOIWE GERMANIC.E. 

MU8IC AND POETRY. 
% dear President, 

Having had occasion to observe that German 
•objects find favour in your eyes, I trust that 
Wcumstance will be deemed sufficient apology 
w troubling you with the following remarks 
on Weber's celebrated Opera of the Freischiitz 
~7*he eternal Freischiitz, as it has somewhat 
jjippantly been termed, by persons who forgot, 
doubtless, that that expression, when more 
gravely, and, as appears probable, when truly 
•Pplied, conveys in fact the highest possible 
Wmnliment which can be paid to the composer 
•f that wonderful opera. 

Much as this subject may appear to have 
been already exhausted, the following observa- 
"oiis will not, I hope, be found entirely destitute 
of interest; more particularly as they are meant 
to extend to the German Tat of the Opera 
(not improperly so called) by Kind; with 
which the Irish (and the English) public are, 
** yet, very imperfectly acquainted. 

Kind informs is, that he had written this 
fl P«ra for his friead Carl Maria von Weber, in 



for a few groschen. I say scarce a day 
passed, during the autumn, that we were not 
serenaded in this way ; some of their bands, 
consisting of some half dozen instruments, 
were excellent ; and in this way did I first be- 
come acquainted with the music of the Freis- 
chiitz. 

During the winter, however, I had frequent 
opportunities of witnessing its representation 

at the theatre in the alte Stadt Long after 

the novelty had worn off, and when the enthu- 
siasm of a small community might be supposed 
to have subsided, it continued to be represented 
regularly every Sunday evening, with tumul- 
tuous approbation. The overture was inva- 
riably encored. 

I returned to England full of the Freischiitz, 
of which I had brought a copy of the music in 
ray portmanteau, and of the text in my pocket. 
Whomsoever I met, I attacked, open-mouthed, 
about the Freischiitz ! The name struck them 
as something very barbarous ; and, when I de- 
veloped the plot, and insisted on the sublimity 
of the music, I was answered that the former 
was out of the question for the English stag*; 
but that if the music really irere good, it would 
most likely be introduced in some other shape. 
I must confess, I was obliged to adopt this opi- 
nion myself; for, although I redollepted, in 
my younger days, having been delighted with 
the horrors of the wood demon, (tfie story of 
which, by the bye, is evidently derived from 



immediately precedes the Lnughing Chorus. 
On expressing to her my gratification and sur- 
prise, at being so unexpectedly favored with any 
of the music of that opera — " Fricdgits !" she 
exclaimed — " Oh dear, no ! I assure you, you 
are mistaken ; that was Bochsa's new grand 
march for the harp !" In vain did I assure my 
fair frieiidthat, in that case, Bochsa must have 
taken it from the Freischiitz — the idea- was 
scouted; "it was his own — it was original !" 
I could not allow this delusion to last, whilst 
it was in my power to dissipate it; so, without 
a word more, I took my hat, and sallying 
forth to my lodgings, I speedily returned in 
triumph to the party, with Freischiitz under 
my arm, without having been missed. It was 
not long before I found an opportunity to re- 
quest the fair musician to play lire an air which 
1 set before her. She began, she continued, 
and ended, almost note for note, the tame 
march she had before been playing. When 
she had finished, she enquired, " Why — what 
book is this ?" " This book," said I, "my de«r 
Mademoiselle, is the Freischiitz." This was 
conclusive; but Bochsa could not have imagined 
detection so near at hand. 

At length, however, the foggy coldness of 
John Bull was destined to yield before the 
sunny influenco of Weber : — the Freischiitz 
was produced at the English Opera- House in 
the summer of 1824. I attended on the f. rst 
night of its performance, and was witness to 
the unusual circumstance of an overture beiug 
encored by an English audience ; such waB 
the power of this wonderful master. The piece 
was most favourably received ; supported, as it 
was, by the talents of Braham and Miss Paton, 
in the principal singing parts. 

So great, was its success, that it was imme- 
diately brought out at both the great winter 
theatres, with increased splendour ; and after- 
wards, in some shape or other, at almost every 
minor theatre in London. Although the large 
houses were enabled to surpass the English 
Opera in magnificence of decoration, and in 
the strength of the choiusses, it ie due to the 
minor establishment to say, that it had the 
merit of producing the Freisctut*, in stricter 
conformity to the original German Opera, and 
of retaining much more of the original music. 
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Even here, however, great liberties were taken 
with the important character of Caspar — the 
music of which was obliged to be entirely 
omitted, (a great detriment to the piece,) to 
suit it to the tragic capabilities of Mr. Bennett. 
The effect of this character was, in met, com- 
pletely destroyed in consequence ; as I shall 
have occasion to shew at a future opportunity, 
when giving a translation from the original, of 
the scene between Caspar and Max, in which 
the former, gradually, and with much art, 
succeeds in working the latter to his purposes.' 

R. 
Dublin, May, 1830, 

THE HUNTER OF THE ALPS. 

From the German of Schiller. 
BY JOSEPH SNOW. 

" Wilt thou not the lambkins cherish, 

M Lambkins still so weak and mild, 
M That the blossoms only, nourish, 

** Growing on the brook's-edge wild ?" 
** Mother, mother, let me fly, 
"To hunt upon the mountains high." 

*• Wilt thou not the herds together 

" With thy bugle's brisk note bring ? 
" Oh ! 'tis, sweet in stilly weather, 

" To hear in the woods their small bells ring. ' ' 
** Mother, mother, let me fly, 
"To scale the wild, dark hiUa, so high." 

■ J * Wilt thou not thy friendless flowers 

** Foster in their lonely beds 7 
" Ah 1 without are no fair bowers ; 

" Rude 'tis on the bleak hills' beads, " 
" Let them blossom, let them blow, — 
" Mother, mother, I most go." 

And boy-like, bent on his soul's passion, 

Forth a-hunting rushes he j 
Fearless, swift, his footsteps flash on 

O'er the mountains wild and free; 
For far before, o'er flood and fell, 
Fearless sweeps a fleet gazelle. 

ITpthe cliffs bare ribs so black, she 
Climbs, and leaps, and lithely swings. 

O'er bristling crags, and yawning cracks, she 
Madly in her wild flight flings ; 

But in rain! for followed too, 

Her fierce foe, with loud halloo. 

Now, upon the rock's last peak she 

Hangs far o'er the outer ledgr, 
Where for further path when seeks she, 

Nought she sees but a black gnlph's edge : 
Below 'twas dark, and deep, and drear, 
Behind— alas ! grim death was near. 

With misery's mute glance, despairing, 
Sues she, seeks she backward flight ; 

But still in vain, for swift, unsparing, 
Springs her reckless foe in sight j 

When sudden! upward from that depth, 

The mountain spirit sternly swept 

And as within his spectral arm*? 

Shelter sought that sad gazelle, 
" Here why rouse such dire alarms ?** 

Shouted ne with gestures fell ; 
" There's room for all on plain and rock, 
Why follow here my harmless flock?" 
Cork, May, 1830. 

TO EMMA. 
FROM SCHILLER. 

Far, in the misty distance, far 
Have fled the joy^s of former days ; 

Now only as a dewy star 

Lingers on them my tearful ga»e ; 

For, Uke the heavenly orbs, their light 

Shine only to me, thro" the night. 

Wrapt in eternal sleep thou art, 
Involved with death's all-binding chain ; 

Yet I behold thee in my heart, 

Where grief hath bid thee live again— 

But ah ! it is thv shade alone, 

For me love's bliss is ever flown. 

The ceres of love, with transports rife- 
Can these, oh ! Emma — these not last ? 

E'en as the fleeting things of life, 
Emma ! can love be ever past ? 
Does its celestial warmth decay. 
And fade like earthly fires away ? 

saint a. 



Belfast, 5th May, 183a 
Yesterday the Marquis of Donegall, attended 
by the members of the Natural History Society, 
laid the foundation-stone of the Belfast Museum. 
In the stone was deposited a bottle containing 
the current coins of the realm, copies of the 
various papers that have been published by the 
Belfast Natural- History Society, and four verses 
from the I2th chapter of the book of Job, in 
fifteen different languages, namely : — Hebrew, 
Greek, Irish, Welsh, Arabic, Latin, Italian, 
German, Danish, Spanish, Portuguese, French, 
Romaic, German-Hebrew, and English. 

With these there was a paper containing the 
following inscription : 

MUSEI BELFASTANI 

Fundamenta Prima 

Prsesentibus 

Societatis Historiae Naturalis apud Belfastam 

Sociis, Aliisque multis scientiae faventibus 

qui ad hoc opus pecuniam contulerant; 

Locavit 

Vir Honoratissimus 

Georgius Augustus Chichester 

Marchio de Donegall 

IV. Non. Maias 

MDCCCXXX 

Rege Augustissimo Georgio IV. 

Annum Regni XI. 

Agente. 

The intention of the verses from the Bible, 

in so many languages, is, that after the lapse of 

many centuries they may possibly serve, Uke the 

Rosetta stone of Egypt, to unlock the myste 

ries of languages and books, then no longer 

spoken or understood. 



THE DRAMA. 

Our Theatre has been closed for the last 
week, but re-opens on Monday next for the 
after-season. The only novelty yet announced, i» 
' the talented and colossal elephant," as the 
bills express it ; we should hope, however, that 
the attraction will not long be confined to the 
performances of Miss D'Gcck, which, however 
talented, are scarcely fitted for a national 
theatre, and cannot exactly satisfy the lovers of 
the legitimate Drama. A new Opera called 
" Hofer, the TeU of lAe Tyrol;* was produced 
at Drury-lane Theatre, on the 1st inst. with 
great eclat ; the music is an adaptation from 
Rossini's William Tell, and the principal parts 
are sustained by Madame Vestris, and Mr. 
Sinclair. 



ORIGINAL POETRY. 

SONNET. 

THE ROCK OF CASHEL. 
Royal and saintly Cashel! I would gaxe 
Upon the wreck of thy deported powers, 
Hot in the dewy light of matin hoars, 
Nor the meridian pomp of summer's blaze, 
But at the close of dim autumnal days ; 
When the sun's parting' glance through slanting 

showers, 
Sheds o'er thy rock-throned pediments and towers, 
Such awful gleams as brighten on decay's 
Prophetic cheek — At such a time, methinks 
There breathes from thy lone courts and voiceless 
aisles 
A melancholy moral : such as sinkB 

On the worn traveller's heart, amid the piles 
Of vast Persepolis on her mountain stand, 
Or Thebes half buried in the dtsart's sand. 

A. de V. 



ROYAL HIBERNIAN ACADEMY. 

A general stated meeting of this Academy, 
was held on the 15th instant, previous to the 
opening of the exhibition, which is now pre- 
pared for the inspection of His Grace the 
Duke of Northumberland, after which it will 
be open to the public. We have great plea- 
sure in being able to state that the exhibition 
will, we doubt not, be considered a most cre- 
ditable display of native talents. 

A letter having been read from Robert 
Hamilton, Esq. presenting the Academy with 
a beautiful picture of the Rape of Proserpine, 
painted on marble by the Cavaliero D'Arpino, 
a resolution of grateful acknowledgement was 
unanimously passed to that worthy patron and 
lover of the fine arts. This valuable gift is 
the more to be esteemed, as being the first 
work of the kind that has been given to the 
Academy. 

A letter having also heen read from Mr. 
Thomas Bell, presenting to the library of 
the Academy, a copy of his essay on Gothic 
architecture, a resolution of thanks for the gift 
was accordingly passed ; after which the Aca- 
demy proceeded to an election, by ballot, to fill 
up two of the four vacancies open in the list of 
associates, when from seventeen candidates, 
Mr. John Smyth, sculptor, and Mr. George 
Francis Mulvany, portrait painter, were de- 
clared unanimously elected. This selection 
should be considered as highly honorable to both 
of the gentlemen chosen, it being the second 
time that Mr. Smyth has won this distinction, 
having forfeited his place by an accidental non 
compliance with the rules of the Academy, and 
Mr. G. F. Mulvany having but just arrived at 
the age which renders him eligible. 



FROM THE ITALIAN OF ROSSI. 
LOVE AND INNOCENCE. 

To Innocence said cunning Lore, 
' One moment lend thy little dove, ' 
That 1 may sport with it awhile. 
Innocence with ready smile, 
Gave her treasure to the boy; 
Who with most perfidious joy, 
At the instant loosed the string- 
That confined the favourite's wing. 
So Innocence, as in dismay, 
She saw her dear bird fly away ; 
From that melancholy hour. 
Swore enmity to Cupid's power. 

M.deV > 



STANZAS. 

When morning sheds the first pale ray, 
That paints the misty fields with grey, 
When the lowly king.ctip wakes from rest, 
And flings the dew-drop from its breast; 
When from his moss-entwined bed, 
The hare puts forth his anxious head, 
Timidly snoffing the matin air, 
As 'twere afraid to leave his lair : 
Oh! then remember me 1 
Ere the busy scenes of life 
Awakening men to noise and strife, 
Steal the hour's witchery. 

When saltry sol his utmost height 

Has reached in the meridian bright. 

While in the hazel-covert close 

The stag his languid body throws, 

Where the brook in music wild 

Babbles sweetly as a child; 

And panting nature earth doth bless 

With luxury of happiness : 

Oh.! then remember me! 

Hashed is the throstle's liquid throat, 

Nor heard the blackbird's shriller note — 

Nor linnet's minstrelsy. 

When evening still and melancholy, 
Lulls the Boufto visions holy, 
And warbling birds on every spray. 
Requiem the fading day; 
When the dewy tints of even 
Melt sea with sky, and earth with heaven, 
And the" calmness of the whole 
Sinks like religion on the soul: 
Oh ! then remember me I 
On such an ere, at such an hoar, 
Remember one who sought thy bower, 
Happy in nought but thee. „ 

S. £> de v. 



